182              MUTINY MEMOIRS.
A hard gallop soon brought us up with
the flying enemy, who were " pounded "
by a big ditch, where they abandoned
' the guns and took to their heels, but too
late to save themselves. Here I had ra-
ther a narrow escape from abruptly end-
ing my military experiences. Two
"Pandies," whom I was pursuing, sud-
denly turned round and stood at bay, and
almost simultaneously lashed at me with
their tulwars as I charged between them.
The man on the right brought his sword
down on my head, fortunately protected
by a thick "puggari," many folds of
which it divided, and then glanced down
on to my horse's shoulder, inflicting a
long and deep wound. At tfte same
moment I delivered a swinging cut on
his own cranium which was covered by
a small skull cup. That settled him
effectually; but I had barely time to
throw my sword round and receive on it
a sweeping blow from the fellow on my
left, which partially overpowered my
guard and landed on my ri6s, luckily
much diminished in force; so that I es-